we returned to our dormitory. Marx and Lenin had
displaced Mary and Loyola as mural decorations.
The mattresses were clean and comfortable. From
the windows I watched the palms in the moonlight
and in the farther distance, the lights of Barcelona.
The bugle sounded for lights out. Birch and Jock
went down to take their guard. The same bugle wak-
ened us at six the next morning. Bill and I joined
David in an early-morning swim in a pool in the
grounds, the official wash-house was always full at that
hour. The pool was hidden by a clump of trees on
the far side of the grounds. After a short swim in the
icy water, on our way back Marshall showed us the
nuns' cemetery. The entrance was a door in the wall
and through it I could see the niches in which the dead
nuns were placed. Some were empty, others had been
burst open.
The tombs in some of the churches had been used
as depositories for hidden arms by the Fascists, or as
hiding-places for money and jewels. The searchers in
the convent had found neither, but Marshall showed
me a number of tiny brown shrivelled bodies no
bigger than small monkeys in one of the niches.
These'babies' bodies, found in a nuns' cemetery, had
been photographed as excellent anti-clerical propa-
ganda by the Anarchists. Another find which had been
made much of was a large quantity of French Letters
kept in the Mother Superior's study. These had been